SUN AND HWANG HSING

bolstered chair. Grrim of visage, dogged, deter-
mined, with a deep gaze that ever called defiance
to the enemies of China, this man of courage, who
had proved his mastery in a hundred bloody en-
counters, held in his sword-ehopped hand the
hand of his daughter and smiled back at her
smile like a happy child.

Even in the comfort and love of his family
circle, Hwang Hsing brooded over the wrongs of
his country. Upholstered chairs were not for
him when tyrants ruled China, but rather the
hard, stony couch of a soldier on the march, ready
to strike camp by the gleam of the stars in order
the quicker to attack the enemy.

I think that all of us who have had the privi-
lege of knowing a great mind have a feeling of
loneliness when we learn of its light going out.
As the years roll along I seem to have a better
understanding of Hwang from the deep impres-
sion that his strong personality left upon me.
Again and again I reproach myself: "Had it not
been for my procrastination I would have cheated
Death of the mystery of the romantic details that
have now gone with Hwang to his tomb."

I went out to the home of the dead general's
family for the memorial exercises of the second
anniversary of Ms death. In the beautiful, wide
sweep of the center hallway, they had built up an
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